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clergy takes a position equivalent to that of a Cardinal
in Catholicism. Several other outstanding imams sat
upon the Divan, and in the centre of the group I now
saw the Cadi of Egypt himself.

The stately company seemed taken from the Arabian
Nights, as did the grave squatting men who lined the
floor in the public part of the Court. Unfortunately
for romance, two shorthand writers sat beside a table.
With their pencils and note-books these bored-looking
Egyptians might have been trained at Bow Street.

"Bismillah," I called to the tribunal when it noticed
me. "Salaam Aleikam," boomed the hoarse voices of
the sages. Together we, examiners and candidate,
recited the Confession of Faith, in reverence to Allah.
I sat down and a polite man approached me, who said
that he was an interpreter and would help if any lin-
guistic difficulty arose. This proved no unreasonable
precaution, for the priests proudly used I heir pure
Koran Arabic, which is by no means easy to under-
stand. Nevertheless, I did not need my friend more
than once or twice in the course of the four hours during
which I passed through the examination.

Only the Cadi actually asked the questions. He
began by saying: "What are the Five Pillars (Essential
Points) of Islam?" I enumerated those propositions
which the Prophet set out as the fundamentals in our
Faith:

"Ashadour Allah IHah wa ashadour Mahommed
rasullalu